HONGKONG—MACAO
corned as warmly as on the previous morning. T. Y. Liu
was very cocky: 4You see/ he told us, CI am stronger than
you!' A. W. Kao was full of excitement ah out an anecdote
he had heard on the road: a woman had brewed tea and
had sent out her little son to offer it, free, to passing sol-
diers. As Peter commented, it was significant of the for-
mer Chinese attitude to soldiers that this action should
still be considered so remarkable.
After supper we were asked to address the Government
employees and civilian volunteers on our impressions of
the war zone. The audience stood to attention while we
spoke. A. W. Kao translated.
The day ended with an argument about our future
route. T. Y. wanted to get back to the road-head by the
way we had come; A. W. wanted to make a detour which
would involve a further three days' march. This time
Peter and I supported T. Y. We got our own way—much
to the relief of my own swollen feet.
Next morning we were told that Meiki had fallen. The
Japanese had occupied it less than twelve hours after
our departure.
We started at six in far higher spirits. Everybody had
slept reasonably well, the weather was fine, and our horses
could be urged into a smart trot. As they approached Pao
Fu Chun (which they perhaps misguidedly believed to be
the end of their day's journey) they even had bursts of
cantering. There was the necessary spice of ill-feeling, en
route, because T. Y. Liu had taken one of the chairs after
we had offered them to a party of wounded soldiers.
At the temple we stopped for lessons. Or rather, we sat
sulkily while A. W. Kao, the prize scholar, received private
tuition—most of which, he told us loftily, he wasn't al-
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